
FEATURING 


THE OLD WITCH 


THE VAULT-KEEPER 


THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


HERE ARE TALES THAT HILL USHER YOU INTO 




SOUBEK T M -ANDTH£ S ■ S2 HEE.HEE' THAT'S MY NEW SCREAM SOW... FROM PUKEY AND 

MESS, BY QE0R6E BUSHIN', kiddies, welcoming you to THE HAUNT OF FEAR . this is your SHIVER CHEF, THE] 
OLD WITCH, READY TO DISH OUT A RED, RAW SLICE OF RANCID ROT FROM THE POT. THIS DELIRIUM-DIET IS A i 
FAVORITE REEK/NS RECIPE OF MINE... A SUCCULENT SLAB OF SWEET-AND-SOUR SLOP CALLED ... 


ABOUT 


THE I7TH OF SEPTEMBER, 1886 WAS OMI- 
NOUS AND THREATENING... AS IF IT WERE 
SOME DREADFUL WARNING OF THINGS TO 
COME. THE OVERCAST SKY WAS PREGNANT 
WITH RAIN. UPSTAIRS, IN HER BED , AMY 
LORIMER WRITHED AND MOANED, FOR SHE, 
TOO, WAS READY TO BRING FORTH A STORM. 
HER HUSBAND, JEFF, PACED THE PARLOR 
FLOOR ANXIOUSLY, FINALLY PAUSING TO 
LIGHT THE GAS JET AND THEREBY DISPEL 




He waited raft mrs. emerson, now 

FEARING FOR AMY. THE SWEAT ROLLED 
DOWN HIS FACE. A FEW MOMENTS 
LATER, THERE WAS ANOTHER... A 
DIFFERENT CRY-«B^P , ’“ — 


It WAS A RAUCOUS CRY— VILE SOUND- 
ING, JEFF THOUGHT. HE STAGGERED TO 
THE CENTERHALL... CLUNG TO THE 
NEWEL POST... / ' "■ 


EXPECTING IT. YET WHEN IT FINALLY 
DID COME, JEFF STOPPEO-.STARTLED . 
THEN IT CAME AGAIN— A SOFT ...GEN- 
TLE BABY CRY. AND JEFF SMILED 
WEARILY... / ■■ ’ 


WHAT'S GO /NS ON UP THERE? 


IT'S... IT's OVER: MY FIRSTBORN... 
grf my BABY IS HERE... ^ 


Then.both cries blended in A DISCORDANT CACOPHONY. 
JEFF'S JAW DROPPED, AND AN UNDERSTANDING LIGHTED 
HIS FACE. WITH WONDERMENT, HE WATCHED THE GRAVE - 
FACEO MIDWIFE DESCEND THE STAIRS WEARILY... 


HORRIBLE... CHOKE... 

. HORRIBLE f 


THE TWINS f? 


IT'S TWINS, ISN'T IT? its... Tyour W/EE\ 
WHATS WRONG, MRS. y IS DOING 
EMERSON 1AMY? IS SHE... \ NICELY, MR. 

LORIMER? J 


Jeff flew up the stairs to his wife's 

BESIDE... 1 im m 


PROMISE, JEFFf 

PROMISE ? , 


MY DAUGHTER TOOf 
I DON'T CARE WHAT 
SHE LOOKS LIKE.../ 


PROMISE ME, JEFF.. 
PROMISE ME YOU'LL 

NEVER TRY TO 
. SEE HER ? m Jy 


S/RLS, JEFFf 
r LOOK? ** 


' f TWIN S/RLS? why " 
'SHE'S LOVELY ? BUT THE 
OTHER ONE-WHERE IS SHE? 




At FIRST, JEFF LONGED TO SEE HIS OTHER CHILD WHOM 
AMY HAD NAMED OLGA. BUT AMT KEPT THE NURSERY 
DOORS LOCKED , AND JEFF SOON ACCEPTED HER WILL. PEN- 
ELOPE, THE PRETTY ONE, JEFF PROUDLY WHEELED THROUGH 
THE PARK WITH AMY AT HIS SIDE... 


AS THE YEARS WENT BY, JEFF LORIMER ALL BUT FOR- 
GOT THERE WAS ANOTHER CHILD HIDDEN AWAY FROM 
THE WORLD. AMY PROTECTED HER SECRET WELL, STAND- 
ING GUARD OUTSIDE THE ROOM PENNY SHARED WITH 
OLGA WHILE JEFF KISSED HIS LOVELY CHILD GOOD- 
NIGHT... ^ \L-* » MJliy-* 


OH, WHAT AN ADORABLE 
LITTLE GIRL' WHAT'S 
IT HER NAME? 


JPENELOPE.' BUT ( JEFF.' 
J WE CALL HER |rf 

' 'PENNY'.' SHE'S wMjg 
ONE OF A SET OF TW— 


she GETS PRETT/ER EVERY / thanks , 
DAY, AMY ? YOU LOOK UKE A J DADDY f 
DOLL IN THAT NIGHTY AND J G'NIGHT! 
HOOD , PENNY... __ A 


BIRTHDAY THAT IT HAPPENED. PENNY, WEARING HER NEW 
BIRTHDAY BONNET, HAD JUST COME IN WITH HER MOTHER. 
AS THEY STARTED UP THE CENTERHALL STAIRS- 


WAITED OUTSIDE, PALE AND SHAKEN, WHILE OOCTOR 
BURROWS WAS WITH AMY. FINALLY, THE GOOD DOCTOR 
CAME OUT, LOOKED SADLY AT THE GRIEF-STRICKEN HUS- 
BANO, AND SHOOK HIS HEAD... „ 


“ OOOOHHf MY HEART.' 
PENNY...GASP...CALL... • 
r GASP ...THE DOCTOR... 


DADDY' 

DADDY.' 


I'M SORRY, JEFF? THERE'S. 
- NOTH INS I CAN DO' jt 


ANY.,. SOB. 
MY ANY.' 


T HE SKY WAS BLEAK AND OMINOUS 
THE DAY THEY BURIED AMY LORIMER... 
ALMOST THE EXACT SAME KIND OF DAY 
SHE'D BROUGHT FORTH LIFE INTO THE 
WORLD. NOW HER LIFE WAS GONE... 
LAID TO REST... 'g.') ]■ 

^sob_sob... -Rashes to ashes 


fCO HE ALONG, 
'JEFF. SHE'S IN 
I COD'S HANDS, 


' AMY? ANY? 
ANY' NO' , 
ANY, DON'T 
DIE. ..DON'T.: 


PENNY.../S... OLD... 
EN0U6H ...JEFF! 'SHE- 
CAN. ..TAKE CARE OF 
HER? YOU MUST... * 
NEVER TRY... TO SEE 
OLOAf PRON/SE . 
ME, JEFF ^ 




penny' OLGA IS ui DAUGHTER' ) PLEASE, daddy ' 

I MUST SEE HER' I MUST.' ) DON'T' IT % SETTER 
I DON'T CARE WHAT SHE ^ THIS WAY' YOU \ 
^ LOOKS LIKE... COULD NEVER STAND 

— -''■A W HER...AND7<AAM£AVT 

tiSl TO SEE OLGA J 

T ^ fA. HURT.' 


NO SOUND CAME FROM THE ROOM. 
JEFF LISTENED TO HIS OWN HEART 
AND HIS OWN HEAVY BREATHING ANO 
KNEW THAT THIS CHILD WHO'D BEEN 
LOCKED AWAY FOR SO LONG WAS 
FRlQHTENE0...7i7(7 FRIGHTENED. . . 


One day, when penny went our 

TO DO SOME SHOPPING, JEFF CUMBED 
THE STAIRS TO HIS DAUGHTERS' 
ROOM . HE TRIED THE KNOB-. 


LOCKED 'OLGA? OLGA, 
OPEN THE DOOR.' ITS 
r YOUR FATHER 


[you PROMISED' 
YOU PROMISED 
.MOTHER YOU'D 
) NEVER TRY TO 
' SEE OLSA.' 

) YOU PROMISED - 


DON'T BE 
AFRAID, OLGA' 
OPEN THE ' 
DOOR.' 

YOUR OWN * 
FATHER.' *■— 
OH, PENNY' 



Penny stood there on the stairs, 

STARING AT HER FATHER FOR A LONG 
MOMENT. THEN SHE BRUSHED PAST HIM 
AND UNLOCKED THE DOOR... 

'"but i have a''\/'Tt's your MORBID 
R/6HT TO SEE ^CURIOSITY... THAT'S 
HER, PENNY' I / ALL IT IS' IT ISN'T . 
HAVE A RIGHT... \ LOVE f 
AS A FATHER... n 


Penny slammed the door and 

JEFF STOOD THERE, MUSING OVER 
HER WORDS. FROM WITHIN CAME 
THE SOUNDS OF MUFFLED VOICES.. 
WHISPERING... MMpTT nn 




EVERYONE? everyone J CAN you...CHOKE_ 
BUT PENNY ? SHE / HATE A WORLD 
DOESN'T CARE IF I'M J YOU'VE NEVER SEEN* 


Olga slipped back into her room, and for the next few 

DAYS REMAINED THERE. AND IF THE VERY THOUGHT OF HER 
MADE JEFF'S FLESH CRAWL, HE AT LEAST FOUND SOLACE IN 

WALKING AND TALKING WITH PENELOPE... . 

^ OLGA NEEDS LOVE... HOW COULD I, PENNY? 

UNDERSTANDING... ff HOW COULD I GIVE IT . 
AFFECTION... TONER? 


BECAUSE THEY'LL HATE ME... MST AS YOU 
HATE ME... FOR BEING UGLY ? IT MAKES YOU 
SIGN TO LOOK AT ME ^DOESN'T IT, MY FATHER? 
YES, I HATE YOU. ..MO ALL THE PEOPLE . 
THAT WILL TURN THEIR HEADS, AS YOU A 
TURN YOURS , SO THEY WON'T HAVE n> ^ 
' SEE MY FACE? 


f PERHAPS? BUT it 
' ISN'T JUST HER 
FACE f THERE'S AN 
UGLINESS INSIDE 
HER, TOO. I FEEL 


' no? no? 

SHE'S GOOD? 

I KNOW? SHE'S 
JUST AFRAID... 


I'M SORRY, 
IPENNY'I'LL- 
1 I LL TRY? 
I I REALLY 

’ WILL... 


, SHE'S BITTER 
) AND TWISTED 
\ and ANGRY 
/AT THE WORLO... 


IF SHE LOOKED 
LIKE ME, YOU 
COULD HOLD < 
HER AND TELL 
HER YOU LOVE 
HER... A 


THEN SHE HAS > 
A RIGHT TO 
BE. JF SHE CAN'T 
EXPECT ANYTHING 
BETTER FROM . 
HER OWN £ 
FATHER ...M 


She stepped out ...leering at him. she worea 

BLACK DRESS THAT SHOWED GREEN WITH AGE .IT DRAPED 
ALL ABOUT HER FEET AND THE SLEEVES HUNG BEYOND 
HER FINGERTIPS. JEFF RECOGNIZED IT AS AN 0L0 ONE 
OF AMY'S ... AS WAS THE ANCIENT THREADBARE BONNET 
THAT FRAMED HER FACE. BUT THAT FACE... THAT REPUL~ 
S/VE DISTORTED HIDEOUS FACE DEFIED DESCRIP- 
TION... , 



O lga's hid eous fa ce, brighten eo _ 
''YOU...YOU 'V/^OF^OF COURSE 
WOULDN'T ) NOT, olga f COME ) 
BE ASHAMED ALONG' ^ 


Penny went to her room and 

SOON AFTER, OLGA CAME DOWN 
DRESSED IN AMY'S OLD GOWN AND , 
SHABBY BONNET. SHE STOOD SNEER- 1 
ING AT HER FATHER... f W ^ | 
[ WELL? Jl.,.1 WONDERED IF YOU'D I 
LIKE TO GO TO A NICKEL- I 
ODEON WITH ME, OLGA? I 


When they got back from their 

WALK, JEFF OECIOED TO TA KE 

PENNY'S ADVICE... 

’’BRING OLGA iNO.DAODYf I'd J| 
DOWN WITH / RATHER YOU TALK | 
YOU, DEAR. ) TO HER ALONE... 


Olga turned on her father, her face even more con- 

TQRTED WITH ANGER AND HURT AND DESPAIR- 


But JEFF HAD LIED. HE WAS ASHAMED-ASHAMED 
OF WHAT THE NEIGHBORS MIGHT THINK- A SHAMED 
TO HAVE THEM SEE HIS DISGUSTING -LOOKING 
DAUGHTER. ..ASH AM ED BECAUSE HE FELT THATWAY. 
AS THEY LEFT THE HOUSE... 


YOU DENIED ITf YOU WS HOW COULD AMY AND I HAVE 
DENIED I WAS YOUR JPRODUCED SUCH A MONSTROSITY f\ 
DAUGHTER' YOU ^ ^ 

ARE ASHAMED' /S 


[ THIS-THIS IS MY...MY... 
MY N/ECE-rmu OUT 
OF TOWN, WILLIAMS^ 


r AH... LOR/MER... AND 
PENNY.' 1. l-GOOD 
HT LORD ' * 


Olga RAN, SOBBING, FROM HER FATHER. JEFF 
WATCHED HER SCURRY UP THE STREET.. WATCH ED A 
CHILD VOMIT AT THE SIGHT OF HER... WATCHED THE 
MOTHER STANDING WITH HIM AT THE CURB LOOK 
ONCE AGAIN AT HIS HIDEOUS OFFS PRING, THEN TURN 
AND RETCH HERSELF 


Jeff turned and hurried back to the house, olga went 

ON, SENDING TREMORS OF NAUSEA THROUGH ALL WHO MET 
HER... HER EYES BURNING WITH HATE FOR THEM. WHEN SOME 
CHILDREN IN THE STREET SAW HER, THEY SCREAMED AND 
TURNED TO RUN. OLGA TRIPPED ONE OF THEM... 


YOU'LL LOOK U6UER THAN ME WHEN 
I GET THROUGH WITH YOU' ^ 


V GO ON' TEAR OUT YOUR 
INSIDES.YOU FILTHY THINGS .: 



She sprang upon the fallen 

CHILD, BRUTALLY CLAWING CHUNKS 
OF FLESH FROM ITS FACE... 


Attracted by the child's But when the man saw olga's face, 

AGONIZED SCREAMS, A PASSERBY HE STAGGERED BACK WITH A SHUDDER- 
WRENCHED THE HATE-CRAZED GIRL ^ GOOD LORD' J-JMi 'BMMTT T 
FROM HER VICTIM -. . . 

'^mTv/C/OUS^TL£FV£m^) 


YAAaAhHHHHh. 


Olga ran home, then, and with her face flushed 

WITH EXCITEMENT, SHE RECOUNTED HER VILE DEEDS 
TO HER SHOCKED FATHER... ^ 


f&ET OUT OF MY S/6HT, 
YOU UGLY TWISTED * 
f MONSTER. GO TO YOUR 
W ROOM ' ,1 -T 


T I HOPE YOU DIE AND 
THEY PUT YOU UNDER 
DIRT IN A BOX' THEN 
PENNY MO I WILL BE 
HAPPY TOGETHER. WE' LL 
HAVE THIS HOUSE FOR 
s. OURSELVES ... 


" MY GOD, OLGA f 
DIDN'T YOUR 
MOTHER TEACH 
YOU RIGHT 
FROM WRONG? A 


r IT'S GOOD TO HURT 
PEOPLE.' IT'S GOOD TO ■ 
MAKE THEM SCREAMY I 
-FORGET WHAT I LOOK LIKE. 


But WHEN OLGA WAS IN BED THAT NIGHT, SHE WEPT 
BITTER TEARS OF SELF PITY... 

■■PTl WAS PRETTY LIKE YOU, PENNY, THEN 

EVERYONE WOULON'T HATE ME...SOB ...DADDY 
WOULDN'T HATE ME ...SOB... AND I -SOB. .. ^ 

wouldn't do MEAN THINGS... 


And PENELOPE ...BEAUTIFUL PENELOPE. .. 
GENTLY- — 

^ YOU'RE NOT U6LYT0ME0\-GK ... AND 
I COULD NEVER HATE YOU / YOU'RE 
MY OWN FLESH AND BLOOD f s, 

X LOVE YOU f a -tf lF 




The locked door to his daugh- 
ters' ROOM SHATTERED UNDER JEFF'S 
ASSAULT. HE STOOD THERE STARING 
AT OLGA'S HIDEOUS REVOLTING SUR- 
PRISED FACE- ^ 


Downstairs, jeff walloweo in He Took the revolver from The 

HIS OWN SELF-PITY... \ 

W AS LONG AS OLGA IS ALIVE, 

W PENNY AND X WILL ALWAYS 
E. BE TORTURED. SHE'S EVIL... 

W THERE'S no TELLING WHAT 
k THE LITTLE MONSTER WILL 
. DO NEXT... 


'AMY GUARDED THE SECRET OF A 
THE TWINS WELLY AND THE MID~ 
■ WIFE IS LONG DEAD. SO NO ONE . 
. KNOWS of OLSA SAVE PENNY i 
f AND MET PENNY. .Ml ONLY ■ 
. DAUGHTER... I'LL DO IT FOR HER-. 


) I'M GOING TO 
'KILLY OU.OLOA., 


r DADDY.' YOU. 
YOU'VE GOT A 
k GUNf . 


The shots echoed into the night, olga's contorted 

FEATURES FROZE...SHE PITCHED FORWARD.., DEAD... 

PENNY f NOW WE RE... CHOKE... 


He raised the gun... and he heard penny scream 

FROM THE DARKNESS BEYOND HIS MONSTER-CHILD- 


DON'T, DADDY! 
^ DON'T f 


I T HE WORDS GURGLED IN JEFF LORIMER'S THROAT AS HE LOOKED DOWN AT 
HIS "ONLY" DAUGHTER'S. PENNY'S ... BEAUTIFUL, PEACEFUL, DEAD FACE 
WITH THE HIDEOUS COUNTENANCE OF THE CREATURE HE'O KNOWN AS OLGA 

GROWING OUT OF THE BACK OF HER HEAD 


so WHAT'S SO BAD?f MOST U. 
WOMEN ARE TWO-FACED f AS FOR 1 
PENNY AND 0L6A..MELI...THEY 
DIDN'T KNOW WHETHER THEY WERE 
COMING OR GOING. HEE, HEE'THAT*S 
MY ENTREE PORTION OF TH IS I 
. A MORBID MENU, 

■"/ CREEPS. THE 

, VAULT-KEEPER 

AWAITS WITH 

his foul 1 
fare, i'll 
SEE Y0U 1 
LATER WITH 

m aR, a grim 

FAIRYTALE. 


GOOD LORD f 


PLEASANT 
SCREAMS. 
'BYE FOR NOW. 


- HR IP • 

WELL, DUCK INTO THE MUCK OF THE VAULT OF HORROR, HIDIOTS ANO, . -OOPS' ALMOST FOROOT MY 
HEH.HEH"/ so, heh.heh . . this is your VAULT-KEEPER, full of FLEAS, with a CHILLER -D/LLER for 
ITCH AND EVERY ONE OF YOU. COME IN AND PLOP DOWN ON THAT WATER -LOOSED CHAIR THERE AND ItL 
RECITE A REVOLTING OPUS of OLD NEW ENGLAND. . . AN EERIE EPISODE OF EARLY MASSACHUSETTS 



MAYHEM ENTITLED. 


John talbot was unlike the others of his colony. 

THEY WERE A BLEAK, COLD LOT... HIS PURITAN NEIGHBORS- 
GRIM ANO HARD, LIKE THE DISMAL NEW ENGLAND 
COUNTRYSIDE SURROUNDING THEIR LITTLE SETTLEMENT. 
YET WHAT MAN OF THAT COLONY WOULD NOT HAVE GIVEN 
A YEAR OF HIS LIFE OR HIS OWN RIGHT ARM TO BE HOLD- 
ING BECKY AMES CLOSE THAT NIGHT, AS JOHN WAS DOING- 
IN THE UGHT FROM THE WARM GLOW OF THE HEARTH 
FIRE.. ..IN THAT SNUG UTTLE CABIN. ..THAT CABIN 
BELONGING TO CALVIN AMES-BECKYS HUSBAND. .. 


I L&VE you, 


YOU'RE SO DIG. 

-SO STRONG.. 


YES, BECKY WAS DIFFERENT, TOO. SHE'D DEFIED 
STRICT LAWS TO FLIRT WITH JOHN, TO LURE HIM ON 
TILL HIS WHOLE BEING ACHED FOR HER. BUT NOT 
UNTIL THAT NIGHT HAD HIS CHAN CECOME.. . _ 

'WSj^r l HATE IT HtHk IN I'D GO ’ 

■Ha|T MASSACHUSETTS, BECKY. \ ANYWHERE 
Hll X UNDERSTAND THAT IN THE l WITH YOU, 
Hf Id VIRGINIA COLONY, EVERY-I JOHN.. . 
■till thing IS FRIENDIY...FREE. ^ 

§■11 WE COULO GO THERE^OU^»n|^H 
HUlfew AND I S- 




.fj NO, JOHN - WE DARE 1 
NOT? THERE'S NO WAY OF 
K MOW I MO WHEN CALVIN 
WILL K RETUMM/M6 FROM 

jmjtfer/M* house f 


STILL AWAKE, \ 
REBECCA ? YOU ] 
REALLY SHOULD 
V BE IN BED . . ^ 


I WASN'T 

SLEEKY, 

.CALVIN j 


Priscilla was like the rest. ..bo proper... so oolo. 

THOUBH IN PRIVATE, HER TEMPER COULD FLARE. JOHN 
FELT HER ANGER WHEN HE OBSERVED THE SEARCHING 
LOOK SHE GAVE HIM AS HE ENTERED THE CABIN AND 

REMOVED HIS CLOAK. ■■ 

(T \ COULD YOU ' 


FIT WOULO TRULY BE A PARADISE WITH^ 
BECKY IN THE Y/RB/M/A COLONY. AMD 
HOW THESE COMEOUMDED STIFFNECKSl 
.WOULD ENJOY OOSS/K/MO ABOUT US A 
AFTEXJE'D ' gWT 


TELL ME, JOHN** 
i YOU WERE not] 
K THERE .'4M 




Priscilla's implication aroused John’s anger. 

HE SPUN AROUND, PACING HER . . HOLDING THE POKER 
MENACINGLY. . . PRISCILLA NEVER FLINCHED. . . 




She came to john, slipping her arms around his neck, 

CLINGING, PLEAOING. HE TURNED ASIDE ANGRILY. . .HIS FACE 



A WORD FROM PRISCILLA TO THE PURITAN COUNCIL WAS 
ALL THAT WOULD BE NEEDED FOR BECKY AND JOHN TO 
8E BURNED AT THE STAKE ... OR AT BEST.. .HANGED. JOHN 
KNEW THIS... AND FLEW INTO A VIOLENT RAGE ... HE 
PUSHED HIS WIFE FROM HIM AND STRUCK OUT SAVAGELY... 
WITH THE POKER... 


Again and again, john brought the poker oown 
FURIOUSLY UPON HIS WIFE'S BLOODY HEAD UNTIL SHE 
LAY, NOT MOVING, ON THE CABIN FLOOR. FOR A LONG 
WHILE HE STOOD OVER HER.. BREATHING HARD. THEN 
THE HORROR OF WHAT HE'O DONE TOOK HOLD OF HIM 
AND HIS ONLY THOUGHT WAS OF DISPOSING OF HER BODY. 

FOUND A COIL OF ROPE, 


He slipped from 

OF THE 




Try as he would, john was 
UNABLE TO KEEP PRISCILLA'S 
BODY DOWN. AT LAST HE FISHED 
HER OUT, FOUND A GOOD-SIZED 
BOULDER, AND ROLLED IT ONTO THE 
ROPE EXCEPT FROM HER WRISTS, 


Early the next morning, john 

JOINED PERCY BLAIR ON A TURKEY 
HUNT. IN THE LATE AFTERNOON, AS 
THEY RETURNED TO THE SETTLE- 
MENT WITH A NUMBER OF PLUMP 
BIRDS, THEY NOTICED A GROUP OF 
THE COLONISTS HUDDLED OUTSIDE 




TOWARD THE POND, BUT HE WAS IMMENSELY RELIEVED TO 
SEE THAT PRISCILLA'S BODY HAD 



The SEARCH WAS FINALLY ABANDONED AT NIGHTFALL, 
AND LATER, NEIGHBORS CAME TO REASSURE JOHN, 
THOUGH THERE WAS ALMOST AN UNSPOKEN UNDER- 
STANDING AMONG THEM THAT PRISCILLA WOULD NEVER 
RETURN. THE AMES WERE THERE, TOO, AND JOHN 
OBSERVED THAT BECKY'S LIPS CURLED IN A SMALL 


DARED NOT BE SEEN WITH BECKY AMES, BUT HIS 
WERE MADE AND THEY INCLUDED HER. ONE DAY, 
COULD STAND IT NO LONGER. HE BUNDLED HIS 

SLIPPED, UNOBSERVED, INTO THE AMES' 



Becky hesitated, john took 

HER IN HIS ARMS, ATTEMPTING TO 
MAKE UP HER MIND WITH THE 
TOUCH OF HIS UPS ON HER. . ■ 


Then suddenly she broke from 

HIS EMBRACE, HER FACE FLUSHED 
AND ANGRY. SHE SLAPPED HIM WITH 

A LL OF HER STRENGTH- . . 

s' 6£T OUT OF THIS '\BECKY^ 
HOUSE, JOHN TALBOT f \ — — 
l OH, THAT YOU'D DARE^gmmL>: 


you're MAD, Y don't you 
JOHN. WE'D be \L0VE ME ■ 
SEEN..FOLLOWED\ ENOUGH V 
IT WOULD MEAN / TO TAKE 1 
THE 6ALL0WS / THAT RISK, \ 
r WE WERE / BECKY? I 
^CAUGHT.. . J CAN'T GO ON 
LIVING HERE, 

MmuP i 11 1 AN0 1 won't 
I - Mill ill Jill f C * WP WITHOUT 

B ffJ WBNbrou/ 


YO U DO LOVE V 0 H, I DO. 
ME, DON'T YOU, ) I DO... 
BECKY/ nil .muy 


Had calvin come alone, john would 

HAVE KILLED HIM AND CARRIED BECKY 
OFF, BUT THERE WERE OTHERS OUTSIDE 
AND A MOMENT LATER, THEY DRAGGED 
HIM FROM THE HOUSE... 


Calvin was brave while 

THE OTHERS PINNED 
JOHN'S ARMS. HE SWUNG 
OUT, CUTTING ACROSS 
JOHN'S MOUTH, SPLITTING 
HIS LIP OPEN... 


' HE FORCED HIS WAY IN HERE... SOB 
CALVIN/ THANK HEAVENS YOU 
^ CAME IN TIMEf^gg^^m 


SHE HUNT£ 
4/£,YOU 
FOOLf^ 


HEAR HIM LIE/ we'll) 
SEE IF THE COUNCIL 
BELIEVES YOUR LIES... 



A MEETING OF THE COUNCIL WAS CALLED AT 
WHILE CALVIN AMES BLUSTERED OUT HIS CO 
BECKY STAREO AT JOHN BRAZENLY, SEVEN GRIM 
OILMEN SAT 



And how agape and stupipied with frustra- 
tion AND DISAPPOINTMENT THEY WERE AT CALVINS 
INDIGNANT REPLY... 


KISSED. 


WIFE' I CAUGHT HIM 
DOIN6 IT f ISN'T THAT 
Fuouen'» 



After conferino in 



She WAS THERE ANO HER EYES TOLD 
HIM THAT SHE WAS SORRY... THAT SHE 
DID LOVE HIM. _ THAT SHE'D ACTED 
WISELY UNOER THE CIRCUMSTANCES. 
HE SMILED KNOWINGLY. THERE*D BE 
OTHER DAYS ...AND BETTER OPPOR- 
TUNITIES... M 


John was boun6 faWAiTO LED TS" 

THE DUCKING STOOL. HE SEARCHED 
FOR BECKY'S FACE AMONG THE 
CROWO OF ONLOOKERS AS HE WAS 
PUSHED INTO THE CHAI R ... 

Jiffy (PEADY.'/^i 


RAISE.. 



He took a deep breath, then... the ducking POM 

OH, LORO? HE'D FORGOTTEN 1 HE SCREAMEO AS HE HIT 
THE WATER... 


W NOf STOP.' IN THE WANE OF HEAVEN f' 
YOU'VE SOT TO ST- GGGLUGO... 



His screams of protest hao 

EXHAUSTED HIS AIR SUPPLY ANDHEO 
SOME DOWN WITH NO BREATH LEFT 
IN HIS LUNOS. EACH AGONIZED SEC- 
OND WAS AN HOUR. HIS HEAD 
POUNDED— HIS HEART THUMPED- 
HIS BRAIN REELED, AS THEY HELD 
HIM DOWN. AND THEN. ..THEN HE 
SAW PRISCILLA, FLOATING 
LAZILY. 


Again he was plunged oownjnto 

THE MURKY DEPTHS OF THE POOL. 
WHEN THE WATER STOPPED CHURN- 
ING AND THE 8UBBLES RAN CRAZILY 
UPWARD TO THE SURFACE, HE COULD 
SEE PRISCILLA'S BODY, ITS WRISTS 
BOUND TIGHTLY, THE ROPE COILING 
DOWN AROUND ITS ANKLES, THEN 
OFF INTO THE DARK DEPTHS TO THE 
BOULDER. IT WAS CLOSER TO HIM 
NOW, TWISTING, TURNING, BOBBING... 


stop 'no more release:. 

PLEASE.' HANS 
ME? ANYTHING... MM H 
K, ANYTH I NG... 


Again he was vaulted into the 

AIR. ..AGAIN HE SCREAMED IN PRO- 
TEST... BUT HIS CROAKING PLEAS 
WERE ONLY DROWNED OUT BY THE 
HOOTING OF THE CROWO... 


And when the ducking stool was 


"it's Xhe must'veJ'he'S V DON'T \ 
EMPTY' FALLEN STILL WORRY' 
"^r^S\OFF.' A DOWN HE'LL 

m&yqam\rHERE' kick to 
the 

iPf SURFACE' 


!0' PLEASE 'OH, GOD.. 


qLUGGG.. 

GlUGGG. 


.BEFORE. 


Had he REALLY seen her?or was 
it some NAD NIGHTMARE'? 
LI6HTS FLASHED. HE FELT HIMSELF, 
SLIPPING INTO UNCONSCIOUSNESS. 
AND THEN HE WAS BEING RAISED ... 
HIGH...OUT OF THE WATER. HE 
SUCKED IN PRECIOUS AIR... THEN 
SHRIEKED. 


HEH,HEH? A REAL CLINGING VINE, THIS 
PRISCILLA, EH, KIDDIES? WELL, SHE SURE 
HELD HER MAN FINALLY.' ns THE FAIRY 
TALES END ...THEY LIVED HAPPIL Y EVER 
UNDER' AND TALKING ABOUT FAIRY 
TALES, the OLD WITCH is waiting with a 
GRIM ONE, SO I'LL TURN YOU BACK TO 
HER. DON'T FORGET TO BUY "TALES FROM THE 
~ ■' ...NOWON 

iSALE...ECS NEXT 
JEEPS -COMIC. I’Ll 
■ WITH, 

S THE MEXICAN 
v , BIOLOGISTS 


AMEOBASr 


And again he was plunged down 

TO THE FLOATING, SWAYING, PULPY- 
FACED CORPSE THAT DRIFTED OVER 
HIM NOW. ..ITS ARMS REACHING UP- 
WARD-LOOPING OVER HIM... OVER 
S HEAD- 


-j3P ©>*'**' 

gEASYDOpGH r 


This'd be a real cooky of a job, Bootsy 
Dolin snickered as he turned the 
knob of a door lettered FEDERAL 
BAKING CO., CASHIER'S OFFICE. 
There was a fat payroll here waiting 
to be gobbled up . . . this heist job'd 
be as easy as eating macaroons! 

Bootsy stepped into the cashier's 
office : the room's only occupant was 
an elderly woman absorbed in work- 
ing at a desk. He quickly crossed the 
room, then tapped the desk until the 
old woman looked up in surprise. 
Bootsy leered back at her, removed a 
revolver from his pocket and hefted 
it in his hand. 

It went even easier than he'd an- 
ticipated. Except for a choked gasp 
of alarm, the old cashier followed 
Bootsy's script exactly. While he 
watched with disdain, she opened a 
big floor safe and removed a tray 
piled high with banded bills. Bootsy 
filled his coat and pants pockets care- 
fully, then waved the remaining 
banknotes aside. Backing out of the 
room, his gun still zeroed in on the 
trembling old lady, he growled: 
"Gimme ten minutes, sister . . . then 
you can cackle as much as you like! 
Turn in an alarm before that . . his 
voice lowered to a sinister whisper. . . 
"and all the dough in the world won't 
be enough to pay your plastic surg- 
ery bill when I get finished putting 
your face through the grinder!" 

Then he was gone, moving swiftly 
down the corridor toward the exit 
near his parked car. He hadn't gone 
more than ten yards when he heard 
the alarm clanging raucously. He 
gulped, turned into another corridor, 
tried to retrace his steps to the cash- 
ier's office . . . and realized that he 
had lost his way. 

Whinnying with fear, he darted 


into a vast room filled with clouds of 
flour dust and the unmistakable odor 
of baking. He heard the sound of feet 
pounding down the corridor behind 
him, and the muffled noise of shout- 
ing. That stupid old dame, he 
moaned, looking about desperately 
for a place to hide. Off to one side 
was a whole row of small doors, 
slightly above floor level. Probably 
storage cabinets, he thought, racing 
forward and flinging the nearest door 
wide. I can duck outa sight in one of 
these cubbyholes ... until the heat 
dies down! He chuckled as he 
squeezed into the tiny chamber and 
closed the door behind him. I'm a 
smart cooky, he gloated. That’s why 
I’m able to grab off this easy dough! 

In the darkness Bootsy was aware 
that he had stepped into a chamber 
rapidly filling with something soft 
and fluffy and yielding . . . had 
stepped into a wad of baking dough. 
Suddenly, a heavy plate began to 
descend from the ceiling, pressing 
down relentlessly on his head and 
shoulders. As he crouched in terror, 
attempting to scramble back to the 
door, Bootsy saw that the floor was 
perforated with curious holes. Some 
looked like stars, others resembled 
crescents and oblongs . . . 

Bootsy screamed in agony, but it 
was already too late. The heavy 
metal ceiling was grinding down up- 
on him, squeezing him against the 
grated floor . . . smashing his flesh 
downward and pulverizing his bones 
. . . thrusting his body murderously 
against the perforations. 

As his body was torn to shreds by 
the awesome weight from above, 
Bootsy knew where he had sought 
refuge. He'd been trapped in a cooky 
press . . . but this batch was destined 
to become a gory blood pudding! 


THE OLD WITCH'S 




Land as the king lay there in that quiet dismal 

[FAR-AWAY CABIN. . . FAR FROM THE SOUNDS OF HIS 
[KINGDOM. ..HE THOUGHT ABOUT HOW IT HAD BEEN 
[BEFORE THIS. . . BEFORE HE'D CRAVED UTTER AND 
[COMPLETE SILENCE. HE THOUGHT ABOUT THE PRINCESS 
[GENEVIEVE... PRETTY LITTLE GENEVIEVE... . 


DADDY / my CAT. t 


COME, MUSICIANS... PLAY/ 
JESTERS. .. DANCE/ AND < 
YOU. ..YOU, LITTLE WENCH! 
fciCOME HERE! Tgi crt 



The QUEEN, GENEVIEVE'S MOTHER, HAD DIED WITH HER , 
BIRTH, BUT THE INFANT HAD NOT REPLACED THE EMPTI- 
NESS THAT HAD BEEN LEFT IN THE KING'S HEART. SO 
THE KING HAD SURROUNDED HIMSELF WITH SONG AND 
MERRIMENT AND A COURT OF BEAUTIFUL, LAUGHING 




The din of self-indulgence had echoed through 

THE PALACE AS THE PRINCESS GENEVIEVE HAD 
SHRUGGED AND TURNED AT HER FATHER'S INDIFFER- 
ENCE AND CLIMBED THE LONG WINDING TOWER STEPS.THE 
TEARS STRE AMING FROM HER EYES. . ■ ^ 


So ORCHESTRAS HAD PLAYED AND JESTERS HAD 
SQUEALED AND THE LADIES OF THE COURT HAD LAUGHEO 
AND CHATTERED AND WHISPERED COQUETTISH THINGS 
INTO THE KING'S EAR. AND THE PALACE HAD BEEN 
FILLED WITH NOISE... THE NOISE OF GAY1ETY AND FUN... 
LOUD NOISE.. .DROWNING-OUT NOISE... DROWNING OUT 
A LITTLE PRINCESS'S PLEA.. . 


he ... so B. .. he NEVER LISTENS. .. sob.;! 
HE NEVER HEARS ME i HE NEVER 
W hears ANYTHING! 


r ...CAUGHT IN THE 
r IVY VINE OUTSIDE l 

[THE TOWER WINDOW, I 
I DADDY ( PLEASE HELP 
ME RESCUE HER, DADDY.' 
DADDY? UlCAT/ysto^ 
m DADDY...? 


But she'd leaned out too far. 
she'd SLIPPED FROM THE TOWER 
WINDOW, CLAWING, CATCHING HER- 
SELF ON THE IVY, CLINGING THERE 
PRECARIOUSLY, HIGH ABOVE THE 
DIN. AND SHE'D SCREAMED.. . 


The little princess had mounted 

TO THE TOWER W I NDOW, DETER- 
MINED TO RESCUE HER TRAPPED PET 
HERSELF, SHE'D REACHED OUT 
COAXING LOVING ARMS AS THE 
MELEE OF NOISE DRIFTED UP TO 


But the king had not heard his 

LITTLE DAUGHTER'S CRIES. HER 
CHILDISH SCREAMS HAD NOTBEEN 
ABLE TO PENETRATE THE MERRIMENT 
AND CAVORTING NOISE THAT REVER- 
BERATED THROUGH THE THRONE 
R OOM.. . 


DADDY f HELP ME' 
X DADD Y' HELP ... 


PLAY! Y LOUDER!] 
S/NG! I LOUDER! \ 


HERE pussy' PLEASE PUSSYf 1 
COME TO GENEVIEVE! PLEASE. 


Then, SUDDENLY, A STRANGE SILENCE HAD FALLEN UPON 
THE CASTLE AS THE ECHOES OF A PLUNGING DYING SHRIEK 
HAD FADED AWAX THE KING HAD STOOD UP.. .HIS MOUTH 
QUIVERING.. .HIS EYES WID E. . ■ 


And so, the princess genevieve had hung there, 

CRYING FOR HELP, UNTIL HER TINY FINGERS HAD 
WEAKENED AND GROWN TIRED AND LOST THEIR HOLO 
ON THE TWISTING VINES. . . AND SHE'D PLUNGED 
DOWNWARD. . .SHRIEKING. ■ . 


V IT'S THE PRINCESS, SIRE'. 
SHE'S FALLEN FROM THE . 
r TOWER WINDOW! SHE'S . . . 
DEAD! 


WHAT.. WHAT WAS 
THAT! y|Br-rf 



The king had not heard his 

DAUGHTER’S PLEA... HER CRIES 
FOR HELP. THE KING HAD BEEN 
SURROUNDED WITH EAR-SPLITTING 
NOISE. AND NOW, THE NOISE.. . 
AND HIS DAUGHTER... HAD BOTH 
DIED AWAY. . . 


And so, months had passed, the 

MOURNING PERIOD HAD ENDED FOR 
THE PEOPLE OF THE KINGDOM. 
ONCE MORE, CHURCH BELLS HAD 
TOLLED AND OXCARTS HAD RUM- 
BLEO AND THE PEOPLE HAD GONE 
ABOUT THEIR BUSINESS. BUT FOR 
THE KIN<* THE MOURNING PERIOD 
HAD NOT ENDED. IT WOULD NEVER 
END. EACH SOUND THAT REACHED 
THE KING'S EARS BROUGHT WITH IT 
THE ECHO OF A GIRL'S SHRIEK OF 
DEATH. ■ ■ 


After the princess's death, 
THE KING HAO ORDERED THE 
ORCHESTRAS DISBANDED... THE 
JESTERS STILLED... THE LAUGHING 
LADIES OF THE COURT AWAY. THE 
KING HAD WANTED SILENCE.NOW... 
A SILENCE OF MOURN I NG. ■ ■ 

[ YOUR MAJESTY? I_. Y 


'stop it/ stop that , 


The CONSCIENCE -STRICKEN KING HAO GROWN MORE 
AND MORE SENSITIVE TO NOISE AS TIME HAD GONE BY. 

A DREADFUL SILENCE HAD COME UPON THE PALACE. 

THE SERVANTS, WARY OF INCURRING THE KING'S 
WRATH, HAD BEEN FORCED TO MOVE ABOUT THE MARBLE 
HALLS IN THEIR STOCKING FEET. A NERVOUS CARE 
WAS TAKEN TO SEE THAT NO UNNECESSARY SOUND WAS 
MADE, OR ELSE. . . | L 

/oopsHM^T^AA 'VCblaST YOU/CujMSY! 

I WANT IT QUIET.' J 


But even with the dead stillness surrounding 
HIM IN THE PALACE, THE KING HAD NOT BEEN SATISFIED. 
IN THE TOWN FAR BELOW, THE TOLLING OF THE CHURCH 
BELL HAD GRATED UPON H IS ACUTELY SENSITIVE EARS ^.. 
/rfTA WEDDING, YOUR ORDER THE BELL 
( MAJESTY/ THE PEOPLE 7 SILENCED.' HAVE IT A 
V ARE REJOICING' ) — n REHOVED AND MELTED 
W» 1 1 II DOWN.' I CAN'T STAND . 

HBt THENO/SEf 


The people of the kingdom were not happy that 

THEIR GLORIOUS BELL COULD NO LONGER SING OUT. 

BUT WHAT COULD THEY DO? THE KING HAD ORDERED 
SILENCE. ■ . AND THE KING WAS THE KIN O?... 

' WHAT IS THAT? WHAT’S ^ r 

r THAT HAMMERING — . W_ HIM TO I 

STOP.' \ 

ORDER ] 
HIM TO 1 
' STOP ' 
I IMMEDI-j 
I ATELT'i 


Then the king called his royal prim e minister. 


'ISSUE AN ORDER.' there will BE 
NO NOISE ' I WANT SILENCE, DO 1 
1 YOU HEAR ? SILENCE' ANYONE J 
C WHO DARES DEFY ME WILL BE 

( THROWN IN IRONS' 


YES, YOUR 
MAJESTY/ 


S- IT IS THE 

BLACKSMITH, 1 

SIRE. HE IS M 
TEMPERING THEj 
HORSESHOES ... 





Carpenters were forced to give 

UP THE TRADE BECAUSE THEIR SAW- 
ING AND NAILING IRRITATED THEIR 
KING. BUILDING WAS HALTED... 


The blacksmith had been ordered 

TO STOP HIS ANVIL HAMMERING THERE- 
BY FORCING HIM TO CLOSE DOWN. BUT, 


COME WITH , 
US? IT'S THE 
r DUNGEON 
FOR YOU ! r 


SILENCE, 

& IDIOT? 


'please? J 
have PITY ... . 



ORDER THEM TO 
STOP TALKING? 


ORDER THEM TO STOP) 
ST WHtSPERtNQf 


NOW THE PEOPLE OF THE KINGDOM COULD DO NOTHING 
BUT SIT AND STARE AT EACH OTHER. AND THE KING'D 
LOOKED OUT OVER HIS SILENT KINGDOM, AND HE'D HEARD 
THE FAINT SIGHS. ..THE SUCKING IN AND EXPELLING OUT 
OF AIR FROM THEIR LUNGS... LIKE SPRING BREEZES... 


ORDER THEM TO \ 
X STOP BREATHING!) 


BUT YOUR 
MAJESTY...? 


f y ORDER THEM TO 
STOP WRITING! 1 


YES, YOUR 
r MAJESTY I 


Talking was outlawed, the people had taken to whis- 
pering. ANYONE WHO'D ACCIDENTLY TALKED IN A NORMAL 
VOICE WAS IMMEDIATELY CARTED OFF AND HIS TONGUE CUT 
OUT. THE KING'D LOOKED OUT OVER HIS SILENT KINGDOM 
FROM HIS SILENT PALACE AND HE'D NODDED. AND THEN HE'D 
HEARD THE HISSING ...THE SIBILANT MURMURS. ..LIKE WIND- 
BLOWN LEAVES... 


And so, all whispering had been banished from 

THE KINGDOM. THE PEOPLE HAD TAKEN TO WRITING 
COMMUNICATION BETWEEN THEMSELVES. EVERYONE 
CARRIED IMPLEMENTS WITH THEM. AND THE KING'D 
LOOKED OUT AND HE'D HEARD THE SCRATCHING AND - 
SCRAPING. ..THE RUBBING OF CHALK ON SLATE... 1 
SUMMER RAIN... 


Finally, the sound-sensitive king had looked 

OUT OVER HIS SILENT KINGDOM FROM HIS SILENT 
PALACE AND NODDED IN RELIEVED APPROVAL. NOW 
ALL WAS QUIET. NOW ALL WAS STILL. AND THEN 
HE'D HEARD THE BABBLE ... LIKE MICE IN WALLS...THE 
CHATTERING ...THE DISTANT SOUNDS OF VOICES... 




The primer-minister had shuffled 

OFF ON PADOED FEET AND THE 
KING HAD STOOD IN THE SILENCE 
ANO LI STENED, WAITING TOR THE 
SOUNDS OF THE BREATHING THAT 
DRIFTED UP TO HIM FROM THE KING- 
DOM BELOW TO STOP. BUT INSTEAD, 


...AND OVER THE SILENT SILENT 
KINGDOM, HIS VOICE HAD CARRIED 
LIKE A N ECHO... 

x^/Ydid YouVy THE fool 1 ' 
mL (HEAR? JA HAS GONE 


HE'D HEARD A STIRRING. 


'they're talking' they're 

WL WHISPERING AGAIN./ 


AND THE STIRRING HAD BECOME A MURMUR ... AND THE 
MURMUR A HUMMING... AND THE HUMMING A ROAR... AND 
THE ROAR HAD THUNDERED UP THE MOUNTAIN TOWARD 
THE PALACE ... 


SILENCE' SILENCE, YOU FOOLS', 
GO BACK' GO BACK AND r 
riKEEP QUIET' 


T HE KING HAD BEEN FORCED TO THE FLOOR AND THE 
PEOPLE HAD DONE THINGS TO HIM...WITH KNIVES AND 
NEEDLES AND THREADS AND MASON HIGGINS'S LITTLE 


The THUNDERING PEOPLE HAD STORMED THE PALACE 
AND OVERPOWERED THE GUARDS AND STAMPEDED 
THROUGH THE MA RBLE HA LLS AND FOUND THE KING.. . 

(here he' 

m /sr n 


/OH, 
f LORD/ 
r THE > 
NOISE.' t 



So, ONCE UPON A TIME, A KINO LAY STIFFLY, RIGIDLY, 
ON A BED IN A CABIN HIGH IN THE MOUNTAINS WHERE 
HIS PEOPLE HAD EXILED HIM. HE LAY, NOT DARING TO 
MOVE.. .NOT OARING TO BREATHE... NOT DARING TO 
DO ANYTHING BUT WAIT, AND LISTEN, AND KNOW THAT 
IF HE'D HEAR THAT SOUND AGAIN. . .JUST ONCE...HE‘D 
GO OUT OF HIS WHIP 7 


He JUST PRAYED. 


And he watched the web lengtho 
AND THE SPIDER DROP, INCH BY INCH, 
LOWER AND LOWER, UNTIL IT HUNG 
JUST ABOVE HIS FACE. AND STILL 
I HE DID NOT llll II I 


HE PRAYED THAT 
ItHE SPIDER IN THE SILENT, SILENT 
ICABIN WOULD SILENTLY CLIMB BACK 
\UP ITS SILENT SILKEN THREAD, IN- 
STEAD OF... INSTEAD OF ..SH.LORDf 
ITHE SPIDER WAS COMING CLOSER... 
k?Z0££7?...CLOSER TO THE KING'S 

\face.. -| 


So HE LAY STIFFLY... LIKE STONE- 
LIKE SILENT STONE. . . AND HE 
WATCHED THE SPIDER.. .THE 
SILENT SPIDER ON THE CEILING... 
[SPINNING ITS SILENT WEB.. ■ 



...THE SOUND COMING FROM THE SPECIAL METRONOME 
TIME-PIECE MASON HIGGINS HAD LABORED OVER, EVER 
SO QUIETLY, AFTER THEYt) MADE HIM CLOSE HIS SHOP 
AND STOP HIS CLOCKS.. .THE METRONOME TIME-PIECE 
THAT WOUND UP AUTOMATICALLY AT THE SLIGHT- 
EST SLIBHTEST MOVEMENT AND TOOK HOURS TO 
RUN DOWN. . X " ' " 1 


nor no' NO f. 


The METRONOME TIME-PIECE THEY'D SEWN INSIDE THE 
KING BEFORE THEY'D GONE BACK TO THEIR NORMAL NOISY 
ROUTINES, LIVING HAPPILY EVER AFTER... WH-E THE R/NS 
WENT OFF THE DEEP END-. OFF THE CLIFF f 


And then it TOUCHED him and he SHUDDERED 
AND SCREAMED AND SWUNG AT THE SPIDER AND THE 
SILENCE WAS DESTROYED. THAT SOUND f THAT 
MADDEN/NS SOUND BEGAN AGAIN .'THAT INCES- 
SANT MADDENING T/CK-TOCK... T/CK-TOCK. ..T/CK- 
TOCK...THE SOUND THAT WAS DRIVING HIM OUT 
OF HIS MIND... T 





HEH.HEH { AND NOW THAT THOSE OTHER TWO GHOULUNATICS HAVE CURDLED 
ME to CHURN IT with another LOATHSOME LURID LITERARY PIECE from 
yep, IT's YOUR CHAIRMAN Of CHEERFUL CHILLS., .your CRYPT- KEEPER. .. ready TO RE/ 


yiun- ■«> mn. au rrc.nc ovco w/m. 

IflWtPED 

To ANY STRANGER FOOLHARDY AND CARELESS ENOUGH - ! 

TO WANDER THIS DEEP INTO THE FOREBODING AND 
TREACHEROUS OKEFENOKEE SWAMP, I WOULD APPEAR 
AS NOTHING MORE than a WEATHERBEATEN ROT- 
T/NO OLD ABANDONED SHACK, standing angular 

AND L ONELY IN THE DANK DIM DAYLIGHT BENEATH MOSS- | 

HUNGjH 


But i am FAR FROM THAT ' for within my 

WORM-INFESTED WALLS. ..WHERE SPIDERS SRIN THEIR 
SILKEN WEBS AND WAIT FOR UNSUSPECTING VICTIMS 
TO TRAP THEMSELVES... WHERE RATS AND CRAWLING 
THINGS SCURRY OVER MILDEWED CRACKING FLOOR- 
BOARDS. . . i NESTLE A HORRENDOUS CREATURE 
TO MY PINE BOSOM... 





Then , IDIOTICALLY AS IT MAY APPEAR,™ HERMIT- 
CHARGE... MY HORRENDOUS SECRET... BEGINS TO ROW. 
HE ROWS ACROSS THE SHIMMERING MUD CLEAR- 
ING, PUSHING BACK GREAT GOBS OF GLITTERING WET 
SAND, SKIMMING HIS BOAT TOWARO THE GRASSY 
BANK BEYOND... 


Carefully he ties the boat to an overhanging limb 

AND CLIMBS ONTO THE DRY MOUND. HE TURNS ONCE TO 
GRIN AT ME AS l STAND LONELY AND POLLUTED AND 
ASHAMED, THEN DUCKS OFF INTO THE DARK MYSTERIOUS 






T HIS IS THE WAY IT /$ EACH NIGHT. THIS IS THE 
WAY IT HAS BEEN EVER SINCE I CAME \HTO BEING 
...EVER SINCE THAT DAY, AN ETERNITY AGO, WHEN 
MY HERMIT-CHARGE DRAGGED HIS BOAT TO THIS 
OPEN SPOT IN THE SWAMP AND ROWED OUT AND 
LABORIOUSLY DROVE LONG POLES DEEP DOWN INTO 


He IMS THEN AS HE IS NOW... FOUL-SMELLING AND HIDEOUS 
...AND YET, AS I TOOK SHAPE UPON MY STILT- LEGS, I D/D 
NOT HATE HIM. HE was my CHEATOH AND my HASTEN . 

HE HAD FORMED ME OUT or LOSS AND PLANKS AND RUSTY 
NAILS AND CAST-OFF STOVE PIPINGS AND A THOUSAND 
OTHER SALVAGED ITEMS. HE WAS MY MAKER AN 0 MY 
FATHER AND I LOVED HIM FOR BREATHING L/FE INTO ME._ 


When i was done, he'd sat in- 
side vs. AND I'D NESTLED HIM 
AND ID FELT HAPPYMD COM- 
PLETE... 


Then heo cut the trapdoor 

IN MY FLOOR BOARDS AND FASTENED 
IT WITH RUSTED HINGES AND HE'D 
GRINNED DOWN AT THE SHIMMERING 
MUD BELOW ME AND I'O FELT A 
TREMOR RUN THROUGH ME.,. 


And then it'd BE6UN... those 
NIGHTLY SOJOURNS INTO THE 
MYSTERIOUS SWAMP BEYOND MY 
CLEARING -WORLD... 


One NIGHT HE'D COME BACK DRAGGING SOMETHING... 
SOMETHING BULKY AND SOFT AND LIMP. HE'D DUMPED 
IT INTO HIS FLAT-BOAT AND SKIMMED TO ME, AND I'D 
HEARD HIS MANIACAL LAUGH FOR THE FIRST T/MEMiO 
SEEN HIM DROOLING SPITTLE AND SHAKING WITH 
EAGER ANTICIPATION. . . 


He'D BROUGHT BACK A BODY... A BODY OF A HUNTER 
WHO'D BEEN CAMPING NEARBY. I'D FELT SUDDENLY COLD 
AS HE'D CARRIED IT INSIDE ME AND DROPPED IT UPON MY 
FLOOR AND SAVAGELY RIPPED ITS CLOTHES AWAY. AND 
THEN I'D REALIZED ..Xb REALIZED IN REVULSION 
AND DREAD AS HE'D BEGUN TO FEAST UPON THE DEAD 
FLESH ... ^ 


... THAT MY MAKER.. .my MASTER... my HERMIT ■ 
CHARGE was A QHOUL... _ 




My BEAMS’O GROANED AND MY STUOS’D CREAKEi. ano 
I'd SETTLED AN INCH OR TWO INTO THE MUO BELOW 
ME AS I'D WITNESSED THE DISSUSTIN6 SCENE ... 
SAW HIM SLASH AND SNARL AND MUNCH LIKE AN 
IDIOT-CHILD STRIPPING THE BONES CLEAN- 
DEVOURING THE COLD RAW FLESH ... 


ALL RIGHT. TOOT I KNOW YOU'RE IN 
THERE f C'MON OUT OR I LL COME A 
to IN AMD GET YOU... 


My hioeous creator'o stiffened 

SUDDENLY ...LOOKED AROUND WILDLY-, 
THEN RELAXED AS THOUGH HE’D 
FORGOTTEN FORA MOMENT. THEN 
REMEMBERED, HOW SAFE HE WAS. 


WHAT TNEff 


WHATD TOU DO WITH 
EDDIE? WHERE IS HE? , 
SO HELP ME. IP 
YOU'VE HARMED HIM. J 



QUICKSAND. f 


^ A AAAA i A i AKBH CH...CK. 




...AND HE'D SWEPT THE SORT 
REMAINS INTO THE HUN6RY 
WA/T/NS BOS BELOW ME... 


I'D SHUDDERED AS THE SLIME HAD 
SWALLOWED HIM UP, RISING TO HIS 
CHEST, HIS NECK, HIS SHOULDERS, 
POURING INTO HIS MOUTH, CUTTING 
OFF HIS SCREAM IN A GRATING 
CHOKING COUGH, THEN CLOSING OVER 
HIM. NOW I KNEW WHY I'D BEEN 
BUILT OVER THIS QUICKSAND BOG. 
NOW I KNEW THE REASON. BUT THERE 
WAS ANOTHER REASON TOO... AS 
I SOON LEARNED... 


T HE SHOUL—Wi MAKER — MY 
CREATOR HAD TURNED IN GIGGLING 
SATISFACTION AND HAD WADDLED 
BACK INSIOE ME... BACK TO THE 
PARTIALLY DEVOURED CORPSE 
THAT LAY UPON MY FLOORBOARDS. 
AND WHEN HE'D FINISHED-AHOI 
HE'D SATISFIED HIS CRAVING... 
WHEN THE FLESH WAS 60NE AND 
ALL THAT WAS LEFT WERE AflttTO 
AND QUIVERING INNARDS, HE'D 
OPENED THE TRAP DOOR... 


Could i stop his finding a dancing campfire deep 


I'D BEEN BORN OF SCRAPS AND SALYASE AND 
CAST-OFFS BY A CREATURE THAT SOCIETY HAD CAST 
OFF. I WAS THE HOME OF A GHOUL... A SAFE HOME... 
A PRACTICAL HOME ... PROTECTING HIM FROM HARM 
BY A SURROUNDING B06 OF OU/CKSAND... AND 
HELPING HIM TO RID HIMSELF OF THE EVIDENCES 
OF HIS FIENDISH WORK BY A TRAP DOOR IN MY BASE- 
FLOORING. I WAS HIS SILENT COHORT . ..HIS LIFE- 
LESS WOODEN COLLABORATOR, and I was HELP- 
LESS. COULD I STOP HIS NIGHTLY PROWLING?... 


Could i STOP his hunger-driven, flesh-maddened Could i STOP him from brinc 

ATTACKS?... AND STIFF CORPSES BACK TO ME. 




Could i stop him from DUMP- 
ING THE GRUESOME REMAINS OF 
HIS DISGUSTING INDULGENCES 
THROUGH THE TRAP-DOOR DOWN 
INTO THE EVIDENCE- SWALLOWING 


Could i stop the idiots that 

PURSUED HIM. ..RUNNING BLINDLV 
INTO THE WAITING HUNGRY QUICK - 
SAND?... - 


While below me, around my stilt legs, the quag- 
mire SHIMMERED ANO EDDIED. I FELT THE BODIES 
OF THE DEAD WHO STUMBLED INTO IT AND THE BONES 
OF THOSE WHO WERE DUMPED INTO IT BRUSH AGAINST 


And now... now i feel a STIRRING beneath the glim- 
mering QUICKSAND SURFACE. " 


SHUDDERING...* MIX- 
ING AND A MELTING AND A COMBINING. I FEEL A 
HUNDRED BODY-PARTS... LONG -SINCE DECOMPOSED AND 
ROTTED AND REDUCED TO JELLIED NOTHINGNESS ...FUSE 


TOGETHER.. 


NOf FOR I WAS NOTHING BUT 
PLANKS and LOGS and RUSTED 
NAILS.. .A LIFELESS THING 
THAT COULD ONLY STAND AND WAIT 
AND SEE. X COULD 00 NOTHING. 
NOTHING f AND SO I’D STOOD 
BENEATH THE MOSS-HUNG CYPRESS 
TREES AND lT> NESTLED MY VILE 
SECRET. . . 


The SAME slime and muck that oozed upon a 

NEWLY BORN PLANET AND GAVE BIRTH TO ITS FIRST 
LIFE... 


I FELT A MILLION YEARS OF DECOMPOSITION AND 
DECAY CARESS MY LIFELESS LEGS... THE DECOM- 

POSITION AND DECAY THAT CARESSED THE LEGS OF THE 
ONCE-MIGHTY DINOSAURS EONS UPON EONS A 



My hermit charge sits within my cob- 
webbed WALL8, STARING STUPIDLX LICKING HIS 
CRACKEO AND FOUL- SMELLING UPS.GIQGLING 
INTERMITTANTLY, AND WAITING FOR THE SUN 
TO SINK BEHIND THE HANGING CYPRESS TREES 


While BELOW... below my green flooring spotted with 

.THE QUICKSAND POOL PULSATES AND THROBS. 


dried gore. _ _ 

a LIVING THINS. . . a mass of RAVA6ED REWAINS and 
LURID WHOLES.. FUSED INTO ONE. . . REACHING. . . 
REACHING UPWARD AND OUTWARD AND AROUND NY 


STILT LE6S. 


I HAVE WAITED FOR THIS DAY. I HAVE WAITED AN 
ETERNITY ro* this moment... for something to 

HAPPEN THAT WOULO FREE WE FROM THE DEGRAD- 
ING SHAMEFUL CAREER THAT HAD BEEN FORCED 
UPON ME. I WELCOWE THE STRAINING UPON MY 
STILT LEGS.. . THE CRACKING ANO SPLINTERING. . . 
THE HEAVING OF THE WEIGHT OF ME RESTING UPON 


I WELCOWE THEIR FINAL COLLAPSE... ANO THEN WY 
THUNDERING COLLAPSE... MY CREAKING, WHINING PLUNGE 
DOWN INTO THE SUCKING,GULP1NG, LIVING, QUIVERING POOL... 
TRAPPING MY LOATHSOME CHARGE WITHIN ME.. ■ 


I WELCOWE WY DESTRUCTION MtoWY FREEOOW. 


HEH, HEH.' WELL,THAT'S MY SL/WE- 

S ELECTION for this issue of O.W.'S 
REEK- RAG f IRVINS (for that was 
THE SHACKS NAWEJ JUST BOGGED 
DOWN AFTER THAT. NEVER WROTE 
ANOTHER YELP -YARN FOR MY 
CREEPS COLLECTION. ROTTEN 
SHAWE, t SAY.' HAD AN INTEREST- 
STORY STYLE f A LITTLE WOODEN. .. 
BUT.. .WELL... I GUESS IRVING WAS 
JUST A ONE-STORY SHACK WELL, 
WE'LL ALL SEE YOU NEXT IN WY MAG, 

* TALES FROW THE CRYPT. '• and don't 
FORGET MY NEW PEW- 
PERIODICAL. "THE CRYPT 

TERROR "containing 

’Criw&-'L]IN0RE OF THE SAME 

nauseating non- 

mllgcLZMSENSE LIKE THIS A 
mi^SAmsrUFF HERE. 'BYE, u 

k NOW. . . 


AND I WEL- 
COME MY HIDEOUS SECRET'S FINAL DESTRUCTION, TOO. . . AS 
THE PULSATING POOL THAT HAD ONCE BEEN HIS PROTECTOR AND THE 
CONCEALER OFHis CR/WES now devours HIW. . .stripping the 
FLESH FROM HIS BONES AS HE HAD ONCE DONE TO OTHERS. .TO 
THOSE WHO NOW WERE PART OF THIS AVENGING BOG. . . 



